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time have seemed painful to the ear and to be avoided. Later on, peo-
ple took pleasure in it, as in the augmented fourth, each of these in-
tervals permitting the passage from one key to another, the modulation,
which soon became a delight to the ear.
Today these oversimple, too familiar relationships have no charm
for our blunted senses. The ear accepts augmented and diminished in-
tervals which pained it in the beginning. Neither the major seventh
nor the minor second is outlawed. And that the ear should enjoy these
dissonances, just as, in another domain, the eye should enjoy more
subtle pictorial disharmonies, goes without saying.
I cannot think that our senses have acquired a greater acuteness;
but perhaps they are more capable of enjoying any relationship of
numbers whatever,
No longer aiming toward consonance and harmony, toward what is
music heading? Toward a sort of barbarism. Sound itself, so gradually
and exquisitely liberated from noise, is returning to it. At first only the
lords, the nobles, are allowed to appear on the stage; then the bour-
geoisie; then the masses. Once the stage is overrun, nothing distin-
guishes it from the street. But what can be done about it? What mad-
ness it is to strive to oppose that fatal progress! In modern music the
consonant intervals of the past seem to us like the "ci-devant" aristo-
crats during the French Revolution.
29 February
Very much worn down, these last few days, by an absurd grippe
that my petty daily occupations have not given me time to treat as I
should have, by two days in bed. Cannot get myself to give up smok-
ing. I had got out of the habit for two months, helped by Marc's ex-
ample. Then both of us in Berlin allowed ourselves to be led into it
ag^in.
Despite this stultifying cold, I am not much aware of getting older,
and have even rarely felt my mind more fit, my whole being more full
of aspirations and desires. But I am constantly computing my age and
telling myself that the ground may suddenly give way under my feet.
I manage to get myself not to feel too melancholy over this.
Saint-Glair, 3 March
Sudden departure for the Midi. I convinced myself that I needed a
change of air to cure my grippe. Central heating makes filisabeth's
new house very comfortable; but today, the day after my arrival, I
stay in bed all day. Driving rain outside. Tremendous appetite for rest
Yet brain very active, at once receptive and creative. Ah, to be able to
begin a new career; start out anew and under another name! How little